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MY NEIGHBOR'S BABY

"nift art Hie uansrmaJtf rs."
A sturdy, laddlo

wan itoeor, my neianDor s son,
Willi the innocent look In hi blueor n lifn that has lust bctun.
M'hcu I soo a crimson dress.

Hear a wcet, chlld-voic- o at plar,
It nlwam, somehow, reminds mo

Of tho baby orer the way.

lie was two jear old that summer,
1 had never noticed the child,

Till imoiiin, whon I was passlnr,
lie looked through Ihogato and amlled.

Ho made a pretty i cturo,
With the huh llcfit on h a hair;

Ho wore a red dress 1 remomber,
And his little feet wore bare.

1 had alwa) n weakness for chlld-o- n,

So I stopped and spuko to the lad
Ho told mo what bis namo whs.

And how mnny kittens bo had.
Ho filled m hands with blossoms.

In spite or nil I could say.
Then fted his face to Kiss his

lleloio I turnod away.
s I may as well tell you.
That my ne'ithborand 1 were well,

Kowlvo begun tho slnry,
1 hardly know ubitt to tell;

It was such n little mnttor
At tlrst, but It I an alnnir

As tbintra will, If you let them.
ben they'vo started to so wrong--,

Unt'l I'm ashamod to say it,
l.lv wr as closo as wo do-A- fter

a bitter nuarrol,
Whc-- a cutting word or two

Incd back and forth between us.
We d d not speak ajra ti

Childish, you oyl 1 know It,
Uut I dtdn t think so then.

lint we were the best of comrades
llio rule Hopor and I,

Artcr that day when iio k ssed me.
As I was paslni by.

I nilKht turn toward my no irhbT,
A luce that was hard and trim;

lint Itoifer. my neighbor's baby,
I bnd ulwajs n smile for lilni.

And so it went on all summer.
Till lit last Ihera came a day.

When strong-cl- hushed and darkened
Was t lo cottage over tho way.

A few words told the story
A few words carelessly said,

Hut freighted with so much sadness
"3 ho bab), you know, is dead! '

1 flllid my hands with the flowers
I knew tie loved the beat.

And Just as the sunset glory
Was fiidmgout of the west,

X entered mv neighbor b gatoway,
Went in tho path to tho door

Tho mouths had grown Into years since I
Una trodden that path before.

Hut we who are very wilirul
1 v a little child are led.

As 1 entered the'dnrkenod chamber,
And stood beside the bed.

Whero the silent form of Hoger,
Half coNoied with Mower, lay.

All my bitterness to my neighbor
e or passed away.

It needs no words to explain It,
1 think you will understand;

Over the llttlo sleeper
1 clasped my neighbor's hand.

The boud that was formed will never
llo broken till time sliull coasc.

For ltoger, my neighbor's baby.
Has spoken tho words of pence

Good lloivteiiecping.

SILAS' FLOWERS:

And Among thorn He Loved. Lit
tle Althea Best.

There was no room for any flower-garde- n

in front of the house, it stood m close
to the loud. The little cottage, nnpainted,
save for vt hi to strips around the windows,'
bad an air of pushing forward timidly,
The small, n bite, suarp-bteeplc- d meeting-
Bouse stood just opposite, mere was a
joke piovalent in the town about Silas
Vinton's houte having once started to go
to meeting when the bell loue. The three
uneven stone steps before the front door
led quite down to the nnriow sidewalk,
which was scarcely more thau a foot-pat- h

amongst grasses and woods. The little
strip of green undor tho two windows on
each hide of the front doom as closed in
neatly and trimly by a low fence of two
whitewashed lails. Hlfas Vinton had tried
to start some plants iutheirtiny inclusures,'
out it was oi no use. ioo anp irom me
eaves directly inlo the roots kept the earth
washed away fiom thorn Bo there was
nothincr but the little neliblv htriti. wlimn
tbo rain drops fell, through too close green
Brass.

Silas bad enough land at the rear of his
bouse to make up for the wntit of it at tbo
front. There were two good act es sti etch-
ing back to the river-bank- . Ono acre was
the flower and vegetable garden, and the
other was an apple orchard. There were
cherry trees, but tbey wore scatteted about
at intervals through tbo garden. This
morning the trees were all in blos.om, and
come early flowers in the garden, and Silas
was out there working. He had taken his
coat off, and his blue calico shirt sleeves
showed.

He was a youug man under thirty, and
lio looked still younger. It was not fco
much because be was short and slender
and fair-haire- the effect of childishness
ba cave came from somo inward quality
which shaped the outward to itself. People
used to say: "Bilas Vinton is a dreadful
womanish sort of fellor." But it waa not
womnuhbness nor boyinhness, but that
childhood which has no rh.x which ap-
peared in bis round, delicate face. When
he waa a baby ha must bavo had that same
Xook of wonder and iuquliy and innocent
speculation that be bad now. Ho was at
work near where tho uunlon left off and
tbe orchard begun The flowering apple- -

irees v.eie till oi uecs. nnu mere was a
cberrytiee near him which swarmed with
Ibem. One could bear their murmurinc
and thiougb that, between tho ranks of
rosy trees, the tpi ing l ush of tho river. The
air was very sweet, bilas wa3 betting out
some potted plants which he bad brought

,uom me uou-- o. uis wiuaows were riatgea
with shelves for them from sill to ceiling.
uis nouse in winter was iikq a noiroouse.

All tbe time Kilns Went talking to him
elf, or rather murmuring. It was the way

;tho bees did, and be might bare been
making bonev. after a spiritual fashion.
too "Lilacs, and snowballs, and almond;
apple blows, ana cherry blow, and daffo.
dlK" Ho talked to himself about tbe
slants he was setting out: where this one
hod bettor bo put, and that one, and bow
dsep holes to dig for them. But every now
and then be cast his eyes about, and re-

peated; "Lilacs, and snowballs, and
almond : apple blows, and cherry blows,
mud daffodils." It was like a refrain to bis
.practical musings. These new flowers were
in ifjut around him aa ba worked, and he
kept counting them over as he might hare
counted jewels. He waa so busy talking
.and working that he did not bear girl's
footstep on the garden path.

Tho first he heard was a timid, high-pitche- d

voice, saying; "alias."
Ha started, and looked around. "Why,

Altbeu Kose. said he. "you tbarl How still
jou tan-e- l I didn't bear you."

"Mother wants to know," the girl said,
tbasfatully, "it you've got any parsnip you
could let her have."

"Certain I have; a good parcel; and your
mother's quite welcome to 'em. They're

jright over here."
BUas led the way. and the girl followed

him. She bad a basket in her hand. She
iwa an g young girl. Her face
wra sweet and (air; her features wore small

od delicate, aud bad tost quality about
tham which one calls waxen In lilies; but
everything about her which did not depend
directly on nature was peculiar. Her thick
night hair was cut Squarely across ber neck,
.and ahelvod out around bar ears. She had
&ad a little stiff white on bar
bead, but she had taktn It off as she cam
along, aud hsld It dangling by the strings.
JUr dark calico drat was so prim in Ite cut

. ttalaost acquired aa Individuality from lb
Mae was only aljUaa, bat the skirt touched
tV ground, and hid her little, coarsely shod
fact: Tb waist was long and straight, and
Jup back all Wpr carve.' Bitkooi
watching Bilas aa ba got tfce parsnip.

ha had filled bar basket, aadro and
tenia! to sfaak to bar, deUcete eotor

reaewkngeerHfc Mm awwar waea the- i. a .t.n ..im.l,.HM h. 'TV MM 4M basfcet
, Mis Md.toHTMr smol ahaaaakan'i a Sir jss ."'

' v4uU i trtuft-T-
fcr'

"Thank you." said Althea. She did not
offer to pay him. 811a never would take
any pay; he took pride In supplying the
neighbors gratuitously with vegetables, and
seemed hurt if any remuneration was of- -

terea.
Althea reached out herhand for the bask-- t,

bat Bilas kept It. "I'm going up to the
house." said he, " and I'll carry it aa tar's
the gate; it's kinder heavy."

Passing along by the clumps and little
beds of early flowers, a thought struck him.
"Sea here, Althea." said he, "don't you
want a bunch of flowers I"

She gave him such a bashful smile that it
ran into a silly giggle. "I don't know." but

"I'll pick you a bunch In a minute. I
won't keep you waiting, for I suppose your
mothor wants to cook them parsnips for
dinner. I'm going to have some for mine:
got 'em all dug in tho house."

Tho n he cut lavishly sprays of dlolotra, git
or lady's ear-dro- snowballs, daffodils,
flowering almond, and the other spring He
flowers. Tie stopped a momenthositatlngly
at a lilac bush. "See here," said be, "I He
don't know ns you like lilacs."

es, i like 'em.'' -
'Well, horo's a bunch, then. I didn't

know but what vou mightn't like 'em : some
folks don't. I reckon it's 'most too strong
a drink of spring, if 1 cm put it that way,
to some. I can stan' it." a

Whan he handed ber tbe enormous nose-
gay he hsd cut for her, be looked at her
uncovered head. "Ain't you afraid of get-ti- n'

burnt wlthoutyourbonnet!"nskedbe.
She gave-he- r sun bonnet a spiteful little

fling. "IhataitT'cried she, with sudden
norve. "Mother makes me wear It. but I
pull it off the minute I get out of sight. I
want a uat iiico tne otnor gins, oo i" in

"I thought the bonnet waa real pretty."
said Silas, sympathizing!?. "I'd wear It.
If I was you. You'ioso light-skinne- you'll
burn real easy. You're something the color
of them apple blows over there now; it
wouiu oo a pity it you got Drown."

"i uoti't, care it 1 uo I inane you tor me
flowers." she addod. a little more softly, as in
she went out the gate.

suas stared atter ner. "ae cnangss
round so aulck." said he. "as If she wai in go
a gust of wind. First her head
down, an' theu sho goes to dancing. She's
got tbe prettiest face I ever saw. She's old
prettier than mother was. I declare I
might count her with them flowers I was
countln' over whon she came. She might
come in after the daffo Ills "

When he wout into the bouse and busied
himself about cooking bis dinner, ho did
say tho sti ing of flowers over several times
and named Althea after the daffodils. The of
fancy seemed to please hi in. He lived alone
now: he bud alwavs had his mother with
him up to the last two years. Now she was it,
dead. Hisfuthor had died years before, He
when Rilas was a vouiig bov. Ha had been be
a penurious man, and had
amassed in his lifetime what the townsfolk
considered quite a property. He ownedhis
nouse ana laua clear, ana naa, Desiaes, a
little sum in tbe bank.

In his lifetime Silas and his mother, who
was a meek, sickly woman, had been piti-
fully pluched. After his death, when tbe
rostiii-tlv- clause had ceased, they found it
ditHcu.lt to rid themselves of the habit of
Loins so. Many a time Mrs Vinton would
look scaled when aomo extra expenditure
came in question, and say: "O. Silas, to.
what would your father say I" The old
nan's iron, griuding will still lived on in
bis homo utter he-w- doad.

Still thoy made some innovations. Silas
took the larger part of the garden for
Hon ors aud cramped the vegetables Into a
smaller space. Silas and his mother had
not beon allowed room for one little flower-
bed before. After his mother's doath Silas
went further. He would not sell his vege-
tables, but gave thorn away to any one of
the neighbors who wanted thorn. He took
the greatest delight in it. The sale of vege-
tables had always been quito an item to
them, but he never thougnt of missing the
money. Ho was naturally generous, and
giving was what singing would have been
to bim had he been musical. In apple and
cherry time, too, the children swarmed
about his place. They were very fond of
Silas and visited him a great deal at all
seasons. He seldom had auy other visitors.

Silas had never seemed like other young
men, whether it was owing to bis having
been with his mother so much or his own
natural disposition. He never bad any
associates of his own age, of either sex;
nobody ever, dreamed of hi getting mar-
ried. People called him a little simple.
Tbey were simple countryfolk themselves.
He was probably no simpler than they,
only his simplicity took such a different
direction that they recognised it as such.
Silas had always loved flowers. As he grew
older, and especially after his mother's
death, when all direct human Interest was
gone, the love of them turned his whole
self. He was natural enough to grasp after
some absorbing interest, and nis gentle
taste seemed to point that way the easiest:
and be might have turned a worse way,
though it might have been a nobler one,
thau into beds of lilies and thickets of
roses. He was so fond of his dainty pur-
suit that it was only very dimly that he felt
the need of any thing else. He ruminated
so heartily and long over his flowers that it
might have been with him as withMarvel's
fai m. ' Lillies without, roses within," His
very thoughts might have been tinctured;
bo thonsht principally of bis flowers, and
hisbialn was full of true images of roses
and lilies aud apple blossoms. to

But now he began to think of Althea.
After she came for tiis parsnips she slid in-

to
up

bis mind along with tho flower contin-
ually. He hoped every day hor mother
would send her again on some errand, but
she did not. Silas, without knowing that
he did so, watched and waited every day to
for hor. Finally, after a week or so, it oc-

curred
to

to bim that Althea's mother might
like more parsnips Bo he carriod her a great
basketful. After he bad gone be would not
come into tbe bouse, but lingered a moment
in tbayard looking wishfully at Althea, who
stood lit tho door behind her mother. Mrs.
Uoso eyed her daughter knowingly and
sharply. at

"bilas Vinton didn't come to bring me
parsnips " said sho.

Althea looked up at ber. frightened. She
still stood a few paco3 behind her mother;
it was ber way. If they wero out on tbe
street together, Althea followed after her
always. When hor mother attempted to
face ber, Althea always stirred softly
round behind ber. as

Ho came to see you," said her mother,
turning round again. Althea turned too,
and looked more scared than before, and
made some unintelligible dissent.

"Yes, be did," said her mother; "don't
you coutiadict me, Althea."

It was easy enough, after seeing Mrs.
Rose, to understand how the daughter got
her peculiarities. The mother bad molded
the daughter after hor own model as
exactly asi she could, and more exactly
than she was herself aware. Mrs. Kose
must have looked very like Althea in her
youth. She wore her light, partly gray
hair cut squarely around her ears, just like
Altbea's; ber dress bad the same prim,
uncompromising cut. She was arbitrary
and foil of a that was abso-
lute power, and so was Althea. All was
the girl hod not yet shown her disposition ;
her mother, by ber older, stronger will and
force of habit, as yet kept hr down. She
only rebelled furtively, The stern rule she
bad always been unaer gave ner a say,

the spirit in her gave a flash, as it were,
and Chat was all. The two were alone;
they had no relatives. They had a small

to live on and owned a small bouseKnston Mrs. Hose' husband had died in
tbe army. They never called on the neigh-
bor, and the neighbor oarer called on
them. "Queer folks," they called them.

Mrs. Rose's opinion seemed fortified when
Silas came the next Bandar night and
made a call. He went to evening meeting
nrst ana men waixea aown me inaaowy
road toward the Rose house. Tbe Roses
were not meeting folks, and he could not
walk home with Althea, and so break tbe
ice. However, Silas was not bashful. It
1 doubtful if.be realized he was going
courting at all. He had a great bunch of
flowers in his hand, and he waa merely
going to carry nam 10 Aimea; n aia not
look much beyond that Hi horizon, blue
and sunny though it was, came close around
him alwars. So he sat in Mrs. Rose's sit
ting-roo- that evening and eyed Althea
aweetly and kindly, but was not perturbed,
though be said very little.

He's oomin' after vou. Althea," said
her mother, after he had gone.

Althea, (linking behind ber mother,
burst Into tear.

"What are rou crving for!" asked ber
mother, sharply.

aon'E want mm to,"
"Uet your candle and go to bed."
Bilas cam regularly every Sunday even-la- g

after that, but be met with an obstacle
In bis woo big which might hare nonnlussed
oaelorer the mother alway taid to

saa raaaa waea a cauaa. rnere ne wouia
tit, ctraight and ieroaly watchful, ber
ousoy eon nair curyiag roaaa aer ear.
Howerar, Bila wa sot aoBuyau. a a I

need of a formal deolaraMom aerer mtg - 1

mated ifewli to hJsa: to srooeed AMaea I
bw,aa4 tfcere wwao aeed of ,ay Ing
BMfc aboejt H ujrwar. It woaU bare,

puzzled any one to have told Althea'
opinion when Silas' attentions became
persistent; she was shy and doolie, but
never expressive. Bttu it was sui nam
with Silas, as long a she did not repulse
him. He bad had so much to do with
flowers that ha derived his notions of gins
from them. He did not look for much re-
turn but sweetness and silence. At last as
Mrs. Rose grew Impatient, Spring had
come round again, and Bilas had visited
Althea a whole year, and still nothing

bad been said. She could not see
why. It was singular that with her keen
character she should have been so stupid,

she was. Bhe did not dream that ber
own watchfulness and intense interest
might delay matters.

One night she spoke out bluntly when he
was taking leave. "Look here. Silas Vin
ton, I think if you an' Althea are gotn' to

married, you might as well be about it t"
"I'm ready when Althea is," said Silas.

gave ono glance ovor at her behind her
mother, thonlie did not dare to look again.

was outwardly calm, but the shock of
Mrs. Rose's sudden remark was over his
very soul. He felt as If ho were still in
paradise, but as if some angel had given
him a rude shake.

O, she's ready enough," said Mrs. Rose.
"She don't need to have any thing more'n

dress new, an' we can make that in a
wook."

"A week!" repeated Silas, half In rap-
ture, half In stupidity. "Woll, I'm all
ready when Atthea Is. I'm all ready." He
kept saying It over as he baoked down the
steps.

"I'll git the stuff for the dress
then," called Mrs. Rose after him, standing

the door.
"I'm all ready when Althea Is," Bilas'

voice answered out of the darkness.
As for Althea, when the door closed aftor

him she began to cry. Her mother turned
round and saw her.

'What;olryoucryin' foi 1" she demanded.
"O. mother, I don't wait to get married
a week. I won't I So'"
"Althea Rose." said her mother, "if you
in't qait cryin', an' liyht yourcandle, an'
to bed anr behave yourself, I'll shake

vou!"
And Althea lit her candle and went. The

whip-crac- was too much for ber. Bui
when she waa In her room alone, she
clinched her lists, and shook her stubborn
head at herself in her little looking-glass- .

"I won't," muttered she. "Sol"
The next morning the trees were all in

blossom, and Silas was out in his garden
working. Ha was all over his excitement

last night. His mind was running in the
larger circle Into which Mrs. Rose's pro-
posal, like a stone in a pond, had thrown

just as calmly as it bad In a smaller.
felt as If he had always been going to
married in a week.

"It's jest such a mornin' as 'twas last
year," said he, "when I counted her in atter
the daffodils."

'Silas I"
"Why. Althea, you' ve come ag'ln I"
She was flashed aud trembling, but her

eyes were keen. "I want to tell you some-
thing, Bilas."

"Why, Althea, what is It!"
"You won't tell mother) Promise you

won't tell ; promisepromise."
"Course I won't. If you don't want me

Althea. what Is it 1"
"She'd kill me. You won't tell!"
"No, never, long's I live I"
Rhn ran a scared glance around her.

"Mother's making mo marry you," said
sde, bluntly, "an' lidon't want to."

"O, Althea I"
"It's the truth."
Silas stood staring at hor pitifully. "You

was so afraid of her you didn't dare say
any thing, weren't you!" said he.

'Yes, Iwas."
"You poor little thing I" Great tears ran

down Silas' cheeks.
"Then I needn't marry you, need II"
"Course you needn't."
"Well, how can we fix It!" You know

we've got to tell mother something."
"I guess I don't know just what you

mean."
"Mother'll make an awful fuss; she's set

on my having you; she thinks vou' ve got
property. An' if she knew I was the ono
that broke it off, she'd kill me. You've got
to make her think you're the one."

But i ain't."
"That don't make any difference ; you've

got to make her think so."
"But what shall I say the reason wast"
"Say you've thought it over, and you

don't know bow to support o wife." She'll
believe that Tbey all know yoar father
was awful tight."

The bewilderment in Silas's face almost
obscured its awful sadness.

"You won't let her blame me, anyhow,
will you, Silas!"

"No; she sha'n't blame you. I'll tell lies
before she shall blame you."

"You are awful good, Silas. Bay, you
don't mind much, do youl"

"No. Don't think nothin' about me; I
sha'n't mind; I've got my flower. Al-

thea "
"What!"
"I don't know as you'll want to; I jest

happened to think of it, that's all. You
know folks, when they're goln' to get mar-
ried, the way we was, kiss each other. You
'ain't ever kissed me. I never thought
much about wantin' you to till now, when
you are goln' Would you mind it to kisi
me once) I don't suppose yon will want

"
"Yes, I will," said Althea: and she put
her sweet face and kissed him.

He choked back a sob. "You'd better go
now," said he, "or your mother'll be wou-deri- n'

where you are."
She looked frightened. "You be sure not
let her blame me," she said asshe turned
go.

,!Yes, I'll be sure. Don't you worry,
Althea."

She disappeared amongst tbe filmy green
bushes, aud he sat down on a stone undor
the cherrytree, and hsld his head in his
hands.

When he got up he looked older. Sorrow
one jerk had taken him farther out of

his long childhood than tbe years had. He
was a step nearer the rest of tho world ; he
would not be so old, by that much, again.
He went up through the garden to the
house; ho looked about him wocdoringlv- -

aha went "Tbar'sbeen an awfulchanffe."
said he to himself. "I guess I don't see
straight The flower an' things look queer,

It I hadn't seen 'em before. It's worse
than mother's dyln'. There ain't so much
Ood in this. I don't know how to go to
work to stan' it. Poor little thing! she
sha'n't have no more trouble about it, no-
how."

Vory close to the Rose house stood an-
other, tiny and modest and white-curtaine-

but it had au eye and an oar ever
nlort in it. The woman who lived there
was sickly, with too active a mind for her
own narrow lite, so sho fastened it on her
neighbors. This last evening when Silas
weut ti the Roses she knew it as usual.
When, by and by, she heard loud talk, she
raised her window softly and listened. The
front door of the Rose bouse was evidently
open, and the talkers were scanatng in me
hall. .. .

She could only bear one voice to distin
guish the words; mac was airs, noses,
when she was excited she alwars SDoke
rery loud. "You're worse than your rather
was," the listener beard ner say, --ana ne
was tighter than the bark of a tree; but be
wa'nt aulte so mean but what be oould Ret
married. Althea' well rid ot uch a poor
tick as you. Don't s'pose she'd nea 'nougn

to eat Ifyou'd married her, nor a dress to
ner oacic."

Tne loud talk kept on, and the woman
listened greedily. When it had ceased, and
Bila had crept down tbe path, and the
door had closed with a great bouse-shakln- g

slam behind him, she felt more healthily
allre than she had for many a day. Boon
all the town knew how Bila Vinton had
jilted Althea Rosa because be was too
light to support ber. Hi courtship had
made a deal of laughing comment; now he
was mercilessly badgered. He shut him-
self up with bis flowers and bore It a well
at be could. Ono a neighbor he had given
vegetables to miur a time offered him
pay. That almost broke hi heart Tben
other no longer 'asked for them, and be
nnrtArwtmulWtlV. HA never DlBiailQSS ab
all. For the ilext two yearsr except for
one or two glimpses of ber from his win-
dow, be would hardly bare known she
lived in the same town.

In tbe winter or tit seconu vear a.man
who came to hi house on an errand asked
him It he knew hi old girl waa going to b
married.

Bila turned white. "What do you
mean!" asked be.

"Althea Rose is goln' to get married, if
the feUar don't back out 'cause b don't
want to support hr. What do you think
of that!"

"I'm glad, if h Ilk him," said Bila.
" W1L mtbb whan ba soma to count up

l,. k'll thlakhatu ml"
Hllma mad no ranlv to the taunt Ha

stood behind hi wfnoow-sbelr- e of plant
andwatoaeataeataa go oowa mam- -
walk. "Ialont wonder ha talk aw- - aaia
be. "Bat shar wa'a't m otaer war to save
br. I k4 to bar eeaM reaaea. Tk
of It ia, Udalirs.- -

HOaa a4te4 pUarfs wm TWT faattktfal

that year: thoy were covered with
blossom. Every one stopped to look at hi
window. Silas sat behind them that day
atter he heard the news, and watched the
strest He was hoping Althea would go
by the wanted to see her. She did come In
tight toward night a slsnder, girlish
figure. In come prim, eoceutrlo winter garb,

noticeable as her summer one.
Silas ran to the door. "Althea."
"What!" said sho, standing at the gate.
He went down tbe steps and stood beside

her.
"Bee here, Atthsa. I heard this morning

you wa going to get married. Is it sol"
Althealooked down. "Yes."
"1 Jest want to know It's safe for you

to toll me, Althoa; I'd die sooner than any
body should know. I Jest want to know If
It' all right this time; it you want him, or
It's your mother making you, the way It
was before. 'Cause, if it is, don't you
marry him. Don't you be afraid of your
mother; I'll stan' by you."

"I sruess It's all right. Bilas."
"Then your mother ain't making you!

Don't you be afraid to tell."
"No, sho ain't. She couldn't, really. I'd

manage somehow, the way I did beforo, it
IdidnHwanthitn."

"I'm glad it's all right, Althea."
Bhe giggled softly. Bhe was Angering a

gold looket which she wore outside of ber
shawl. '"See what a pretty locket he give
me," said she; "he's real generous."

"She didn't mean to hurt me when she
laid that, I know," said Silas, when she
had gone on and he was back In ths bouse.
And he was right, she did not: she was
only a cat's-pa- for a scratch of fat that
time.

She was married a coupte of weeks later.
On the afternoon of the wedding-da- y one
of the neighbors' children came in to see
Silaa. Bhe was a pretty little thing, and
he was very fond of her. She used to tease
her mother to let her go over to Silas'.
When she entered BilasT little front room

y the first thing she did was to stare
at the plants in the window. Every blos-
som was gone.

"Why, Silas," she piped up, "where's all
your flowers!"

"They've gone to a weddln', deary," said
Silas. Mary E. Witklnt, in Harper' i Baiar.

PLOWING UNDER CLOVER.
Misapprehension Current Among Intelll.

gent Agriculturists.
The extravagant claims based upon

tho estimates made by agricultural
chemists as to tho manurlal value of a
ton of clover lead to misapprehension
among a good many farmers. Thoy
are led to believe that thero is a feeding
value and a manurlal value In addition
to the clover, and that the farmer who
feeds a ton of clover hay to his stock
gets these two value from it. This is

a sort of illusory view to tako of It,
and, whilo it Is pleasant to think of, it

is of no roal value practically, for the 'farmer never actually gets the money
in his hands so that he can see it from
these double values of his clover.
Clover is a most useful plant, but it ia
subject to all' the laws of vegetable
growth and alimentation, and nothing
is got out of it thit it does not contain,
nor can any of its valuable elomonts be
used twico over.

It is also a common belief that clover
gets most of its valuable qualitios from
the Atmosphere, and that it is able to
draw the large quantity of nitrogon it I

contains from tbe air, or from a soil in
which so little is contained that no
other crop could extract much. The
result of this is supposed to bo that n
clover crop plowed under which fur-
nishes 180 pounds of nitrogen per aero
is all gain, and adds to the soil a very
liberal freo contribution from the air.

These views are not correct and at
times do mischief by misleading farm-
ers and causing disappointment, lor
clover is oftsn sown on very poor land
in tho hope that a good crop of it may
bo grown which can bo plowed undor
ana at once restore tho soil to a condi-
tion of fertility. This hope of courso
is never realizod, and not only disap-
pointment but loss is tho result. The
truth is that clover, no mora than any
other plant, can get from the atmos-
phere or any other source than the soil,
any nitrogen beyond tho small quantity
which has been traced to this source
and which is from seven to ten pounds
per acre yearly. It must therefore
gather from tho soil itself all that it
contains save this very meager contri-
bution, and consequently can add
nothing to it more than it receives from
it. A crop of clovor, then, of any value
can only be produced upon land which
is quite rich in plant food, and to ex-

pect to grow it upon poor land must al-

ways lead to disappointment. For this
reason tho piuctico of plowing under
clover is better adapted for preserving
fertile land in good condition than for
rostoring poor land which has beon
run down and exhausted by overcrop-
ping. This should be olearly under-
stood. The most that can be oxpocted
of this plant is that its deepor roots are
able to reach tho plant food whicli lies
below the roots ot other plants which
forage nearer the surface, and thus it
can be grown upon soils which will not
produce the 'other crops.

In regard to its feeding and natural
value some 'explanation may be useful.
Clover is valuable for the nitrogenous
mattor it contains both for food and
manure. It it did not yield up its valu-
able food elements in this way thero
would be no inducement for tho farmer
to use it The dairyman would have
no use for it and would employ some
other crop. But when it is used for
f.ttting full-grow- n animals who do not
tako up any of the nitrogen of it, or
but a small portion, then this valuable
element of it goos out into tho manure
and becomes available in that way.
Tho manure from fattening animals is
always richer than that from milking
cows, crowinz youne stock, or working
oxen, because the carbonaceous ele-

ments of the food only aro used up, and
the others aro rejected in the manure
of the former, while the latter con-sum- o

nearly all of tbe nitrogen In the
production of milk or flesh or the re-

pair of tho museular tissue as the
case may be. This being the case,
thon. It ariDears that the commonlv
accepted statement is to be received'
with duo allowance for theso facts,
and that when the improvement of the
soil is the object sought it must bo con-
sidered that the plowing of clorer is
the best practice under oortain condi-
tions, becauDo then the surface soil
gains a large amount of fertilizing
matter; but this gain is all at the ex-

pense of the deeper soil. Tbe land
itself has gained but very little, it has
imnlv been benefited as regards the
growth of shallow-roote- d crops by the
shifting of a large portion of its plant
looa from an inaeoessioie part oi tne
land to a better and more attainable
position. Tltis Is all, When, how-
ever, a farmer is feeding cattle for fat
during tbe winter, clover hay U the
best fodder be can two becauso it
furnishes an abundance of nitrogen to
balance the abundant carbon of tbe
corn and so preserves the animals in, a
healthful condition,; and as this nitro-
gen is not assimilated, but is discarded
as an excess of nutriment, the greater
part of the most valuable constituents
go out in the manure. JV, I. Timet.

When the waiter: struck at the
Palace Hotel in Ciaclanati tbe landlord
mustered In fir ehamberaaldj. two'
scrub girls, two barbers and two clerk.
The gueaU sees b like H, OrftetV
noM iKmtf. ' "

THE INDUSTRIAL WORLD.

All the cannon foundries of Europe
are overrun with orders and worklpo
day and night.

It is said that the contract foi
twonty-st- x miles of cable railroad in
Melbourne, Australia, has boon given
to a firm in this country, and that the
oars will probably be made here also.

The use of nsphaltum in building
is said to be largely on the increase,
principally omployed as a provontlvo
against damp collar walls and mason
work underground; alo for wator-tlgh- t

collar floors, cisterns, vaults and the
like.

Tho division of labor and improved
machinery are doing away with tho
thorough learning of trades. When the
present generation of shoemakers and
blacksmiths aro dead it will bo hard
work to find a man who can mako a
complete boot or mako a horsoshoo and
nails and then shoo tho horse properly.

Nover-ondin- g hurry is but n rhetor-
ical expression for hasto that leads to
decay and early death. Look at him
whose diligence Is sustained by skill
and tact, interchanging with rest, and
you will see the workor who has no
need of hasto, yet ho will accomplish
more than another whose hurry is
waste.

A lady in London, standing almost
alone, has succedod in so rousing pub-
lic interest that It looks us if vory soon
her demands would be accorded, name-
ly: A day of twelvo hours, nnd every
other Sunday off, for tho drivers and
conductors of horse cars. At prosent
olghty per cent of tho men havo a day
ofsixteon hours,

Tho American Manufacturer (Pitts-
burgh) says that the tendonoy to use
iron instoad of stcol is shown in many
ways, ono of which is tho disappear-
ance of puddling furnaces. At tho
new Bessemer plant of Jonos & Mc-

Laughlin, the Annual capacity of which
is 58,000 not tons and 150,000 kegs of
nails, six puddling furnaces wero torn
down.

At Summer IMI. eighty-eig- ht miles
from Fittsburgli on the Pennsylvania
railroad, an iron bridge weighing 190
tons was moved thirty-tw- b foet In forty-eig- ht

minutes to permit the erection of
a stono arcn Dricige. a similar sudsii-tutlo- n

will be made in the case of all
the iron bridges on this road, in order
that heavier engines can be used with
safety.

The American Journal of Railway
Appliances says that llttlo is positively
knqwn of tho increase of atmospherib
resistance to moving bodies with in-

crease of spoed. At low Bpue.d, press-
ure is thought to increase as tho speed,
and at high spcod to incrcaso ns tho
snuaro of velocity. Hence the difficulty
of increasing the speed of express trains.
Mav not locomotivos some time bo
built with prows like those of ships to
obviate this difficulty? .

Stono that is quarried ono day and
built into a wall tho next day is in a
green stato and unfit for durability. It
is at its weakost point of endurance
either of pressure or of atmospheric in-

fluences. Its pores are open and ready
to absorb not onlv moisture, but all tho
gaseous and disfiguring Influences
which tend to its destruction. Every
stone-maso- n knows that to get a pol-
ished surface on a stone the same must
have Iain for some time out of the
quarry and exposed to the drying in-

fluences of the sun and weather. This
is a sumeient hint to the, builder to see
to it that tho stone of which be would
rear a permanent structure must 'bo
thoroughly seasoned before it is placod
iuto a wall.

PUNGENT PARAGRAPHS.

Preparing for the ball. Madama
(to her maid) "Marie, what dress do
you think I ought to wear to match
this bracelet?" AT. T. Herald.

When a man comes from college
he knows it all, but gradually he for-

gets till that he knows and eventually
learns something. New Haven News.

It is said that a "mule oan not bray
if a brick be tied to his tail.'' Yes, but
what becomes of tho man who engi-
neers the brick? Burlington Free Press.

A Denver papor devotes twenty-fou- r
columns of space to a negro mur-

derer who was hanged there last week.
Theshorifflet him off with a single
line. Life.

Tho Smcthport (Pa.) Miner esti-
mates the amount of bark peeled in
McKean County tho past season at
150,000 cords, and tho value of tho bark!
and logs at 93,000,000.

We suppose it is in order to have
a wedding-cak- e at a wedding, but why
not give the guests a good clubbing
instead? Then thoy would know what
hurt 'cm. SAoe and Leather Reporter.

"Take my card to Miss Sraawkins.
I will wait here." "The missus has
gonoout." "Very well: I will wait."
"I'll sond down her father, sir.1' "On
second thought I won't wait." Chica-
go Tribune.

The consumption of load.ponoils
in tho United States is plaood at 250,000
a day. If evory woman who uses a
lead-penc- il wero to sharpen her own
the consumption, it is estimated, would
amount to about 250,000,000 a day.
N. Y. Mail.

Maud "Havo you seon the new
lettor-sho- envelopes?" Edith "Yes,
they aro just lovely. ' "I have not
tried thorn yet." "You must get some,
dear. After writing your letter you
have the whole of the insldo of the en-

velope for postscripts." Omaha World.
Anxious Mothor "It was after

nine o'clock when Clara came down
to breakfast this morning, and the
poor girl didn't look well at all. Her
system needs toning up. What do you
think ot iron?" Father "Good idea."
Mother "What kind of Iron had she
better take?" Father "She had bet-
ter tako a flat Iron." .V. K Son.

"Well, what were you brought up
on?" asked tbe Justice us a blear-eye- d

tramp stepped up to tbe bar, "Judge,
I was brought up on the bottle," was
the quick response. The Justice eyed
aim sternly a moment, ana taon ejacu-
lated: "Ten days for drunkenness and
five dollars for contempt of court"
Rambler. -

"I h.ive"ventured," be said, "to
buy thts diamond ring, fondly hoping
that you would allow me to slip it on
your finger' as a token of our engage-
ment." "lam very sorry, Mr, Smith,
but you are too late I am' already en-

gaged; but if you, will have it altered to
fit my little finger I will shower upon
you the wealth ot a sister's affection,"

Harper's Bazar.
AU the world has heard of) Bill

Traven, the Hood of Wall street He
stutters terribly, bat the stammer em--

Deuisae, ratner we uetraou, iromni
stories. It was Traven who silently
aarreved the SlameM twin foraaoartar

I aa hour. ad the aaWt "B-k- -
tMrwtlMM, X N r.
rm. t Stf W'

FOE 0UB YOUNG FOLKS.

MENDING.
Don't forget to mond. boys;

T oU are bandr thlnfrs;
And a itttlii patching up &

Often comfort brings.

Drive the nail of purpose
Peftly hero and there!

Hammer with vour might and main,
H yuu but repair.

Don't forget to mend, bovs,
jUyouKoalonirt

Ifou find your will Is wee.
At to make It strong.

Mend your manners dally;
Try to be polite;

BudenoM in a growing lad
Is a painful light. I

Bougbness Is becoming ,
In n polar bear.

Out tbe making ot a man
Need some dally onro.

Don't forget to mend, boys,
All your doubtful ways.

As so merrily you climb
Up to manhood s da) s.

As you go on bulldlnir.
Lot our labor blend t

Character will brighter shlno
If you stop to mend.
Jure. At. A. Kidder, in A". 11, Ledger.

HELPING HERSELF.

Man Was a Olrl Who Did Not Sit Down
and Cry. lint Went to Work and Karned
a Good Time.
"I am sorry to deny you, my

daughter, but I can't possibly afford it
Business is very dull Just now, and it
is hard to get hold of any ready
money."

"Never mind, father," answored
Kan, cheerily, as she saw a look of
care resting on her father's brow.
"I'll set my wits to work and seo if I
can't find somo way to earn tho money
myself, and if I can't, woll, it won't
break my heart not to go."

"Thank you for being so brave about
it, dear," answered her father, giving
a loving pressuro to the little gloved
hand that rested on his desk, and Nan
bade him good-b- y as brightly as if tears
wore not very near her eyes.

She did want twenty-liv- e dollars so
badly. The graduating class at tbe
academy had planned to have a camp-
ing party in the mountains, and a the
expense was to be shared by several, it
was comparatively light.

Nan knew her father was very in-

dulgent, and that it was a real pain to
him to have to deny his only daughter
any thing, so sho did not let him guess
how keen her disappointment was, but
bore it bravely.

It was a sore disappointment,
though, for all that, aud nor pretty
eyebrows met in a straight lino as she
frowned, a habit she had whon she was
thinking deeply. If thero was only
somo way In which sho could earn tbe
money, but what could sho do? She
pondered the question as she walked
down to tho post-oflic- o. The mall was
not quito ready for distribution, and
she waited for it, gazing abstractedly
at the jars of stale candy in the win-
dow, that sho sometimes thought had
been thero since the boginning of tho
store. Tho mall took longer to dis-

tribute than it used to, for tho hotel
was full of summer boarders.

"Have you got any caramels?" Nan
heard a young lady ask ot the post-
master, who was storekeeper as well.
"Isn't there nny fresh candy to be
bought in this placo?"

"If you would liko to try a llttlo of
this," began Mr. Weldon, going to-

ward the dusty jars, "we have no car-
amels on hand iust now." .

"No, I don't want any of that,'
was tho decided answer, as the young
lady swept out '

"I shouldn't think sho would,''
thought Nan disdainfully. "I could
make better than that myself."

Nan was quite renowned for her skill
in candy-makin- g among her acquaint-
ances, and this was no vain boast

Perhaps somo subtle connection be-

tween the young lady's demand for.
caramels, and the consciousness of par-
ticular skill in making that ospoclal
confection, brought the next idea into
Nan's head.

Her face grew radiant
"Eureka!" she cried, t'l havo it. I

see the trip rising before me. I smell
tbe pine forest for I am sure now that
I can go."

Tho next morning Nan arrayod her-
self in a huge gingham apron that
threatened to engulf her trim figure
and went into the kitchen. She spent
the warm morning in hard work, and
tho result ot her labors, was seen that
afternoon when sho took1 a largo box of
delicious caramels of several varieties
down to Mr. Weldon's before mail
time. ,

"Mr. Weldon, I have come to make
a business arrangement with you if I
can," began Nan, bravely, though she
was conscious of a little shyness.

"Well, what cau I do fur you, Miss
Nannie?" ho inquired, encouragingly.

"I want to moke candy to sell, be-

cause I want to earn a little moneV for
a particular purpose' began Nan,
blushing, "and I want to know if you
would bo willing to sell it at forty cents
a pound, and keep ton cents a pound
to pay yourself for the trouble."

"Well, I wpuld do that with pleas-
ure, only, Miss Nannie, though I don't
doubt your candies are excellent, you
see, homo-mad- e candies are luird to
sell, because they are never as attrac-
tive in appearance as tho regular con-
fectioners make, evon though the latter
may be inferior,"

"Do these look home-made?- '!

With conscious pride Nan opened
her box.

"Bless me, did you make these your-
self?" exclaimed Blr. Weldon, in en
thuslastio admiration. "Why, these
are very shipshape. You leave them,
and we'll Bee what success wo have
this afternoon."

Tho five-poun- d box was empty when
Nan returned to see tho result and
everybody had been enthusiasts over
them, Mr, Weldon declared. He was
very well contented with his share of
tbe profits, so,Nan went into the busi-
ness in a wholesale manner. It was
weary work and trying work some
times, but she kept to it faithfully,
thinking of tbe accumulating funds In
'a little box in her bureau- - drawer. The
trip ad been planned in September,
and she had two months in which to
earn the money, and sho bad no fear
that she would fall short of the desired
amount "There' was more likelihood
that there would be a little overplus,
which would be rery acceptable.

"Don't say that girls can't be inde-
pendent" exclaimed Nan, gleefully,
as she finished her last box of candy
and dispatched it to Mr. Weldon's.
"And yon mustn't be sorrv that vou
didn't nave it to give me. father, for I
hall enjoy my 'irip 'all' the more be-

cause I have really, earned it all my--
aeu--

. And she did. I don't tWnk!any one
ejoyed gvery, ,4ay tad every hour of

tbe trip nore than ,Na; and her
pleaaoN was heightened to the -

taeleniaathat)aha Mr.MMaal.&r--
raW wWswv WV Vf wllll

THE U. . TREASURY.

A Oral atmetare Where Hundreds el
Million or Bonds, Bank Mote and Cold
Are Xept-- A Hard Day's Work.
At Now York wo took tho Baltimore

Ohio railroad, sued so ono night
found ourselves in tho depot at Wash-

ington, the capital of our country.
While the baggage was being attended
to, we took tlmo to look at the room
whero President Garfield was shot.
There is a gilt star in tho marblo floor,
and above it an eaglo, with the state-
ment that the President stood thero
when he was shot But by this timo
our carriage is ready, and wo must go.

nm sure we are vory glad to got into
more comfortable beds than tho rail-
road furnishes, nnd sleep soundly till
morning.

As we have but a short time to stay,
our chief business must bo sightseeing.
There is the Capitol, the White House,
the Treasury, the War nnd Navy De-

partments, tho placo whore paper
money and stamps are printed, Wash-

ington monument ana many other
things. But this morning we will go
to tho treasury, where all tho United
Stales money and bonds aro kept

"My! what a great building it Is!"
say. And indeed it looks pretty

Jou and strong, with its stone walls,
and great pillars, and hoavy doors.
Fortunately for us, we have a friend
who will Introduce us to ono of tho
officers of the building, and ho will
givo us a pass that will admit us to
many interesting places.

Th'e first thing we notice is the im-

possibility of tho building burning iron
and stono walls and floors. How many
clerks thore ure tool women running
their lingers through bills as fast as
you could draw a stick along a picket
fence. Suppose one of those women
should mako even a little mistake in'
counting while sho is going so fast?
She would lose her position, and her
salary, 1 am afraid. They have to bo
very careful, with so much money to
attend to. Here is a little room no'
bigger thnn a good-size- d clothespress,
and with Just as many shelves. Thoy
are filled with papers United States',
bonds.

"How many dollars' worth are there
here?" you ask of tho man who Is show-
ing us through.

"About a hurvlred million," he says.
Now don't open your eyes too wide,
or you will hu't them. It is a great1
amount for soch a small place, isn't
it? Don't you wish you had as much1
in your clothespress?

Now we will go Into another clothes- -'

press, or money-pres- s, as we might
say, where instead of bonds, these are,
real bills, with figures on them show-
ing the amount they aro worth. Theso
are done up in packages of half a mil- -,

lion dollars aploce, and as tho gentle-
man who was showing us through putl
two of these packages into my arms, II
havo been a millionaire, for about fif- -l

teen seconds, and havo expericneed!
groat losses. In this room thore are)
many millions of dollars, too. But wo'
must go to the next Here there are'
bags on the floor tied up and labeled.)
It is where the gold is kept Here is a1

bag marked ten thousand dollars, and!
I am going to try to lift it, but it
weighs too much. I am inclined toi
think no thief would carry off ono of
those bags, if he got a chance. 1

Now we aro in a long hall, and on
either side the walls aro of heavy Iron.i
These are safes, and havo, many of,
them, "time-locks- ," which will oponi
only so many hours after thoy are set!
Once one of these locks was set a good
way abend, and thoy werq nnxlous to
open It, so they got a man to drill'
through tho iron, and it is so thick that
it took b im considerably ovcr a day to gpti
through, doing his best. So even if a--'

thief had the right tools, could not pet
through in a night. Pansy

AUTUMN BONNETS.

Novelties In Felt and Velvet Medium-Hlse- d

Round Hats.
The first openings of millinery at tho

wholesale houses disclose ilno felt bon-

nets of such choice qualities that thoy
rival those of tho richest velvets. Theso
smooth felts come in capote shapes,
with higher open fronts than those
lately, worn, or else with a turned-bac- k

rovers which is to be trimmed with
beads, velvet or feathers; the crowns
are also slightly longer, and there is a
trifle more breadth to tho whoto bon-
net The now colors aro well repre-
sented, notably heliotrope, rosewood
and the gray-blu- e Salammbo; but in
glancing over a mass oi sucn bonnets
tho prevalence of navy blue and brown
is evident and thero aro also many
clear gray shades. The new green-blu- e

shade aro shown in fine felt bats,
but aro not largoly imported; the red
bate aro either the bright poppy shades
or else of such dark hues that thoy are,
labelled acajou (mahogany) or dahlia.
- Yelyet bonnets pome in all the sbadea
Just noted for felts, and are either in!
plain velvet'or else embroidered withi
self colors or with metal threads, the
latter being very effective on white or
black velvet while sliver embroidery
is on almost all colors, and is some-
times so closely wrought as to wholly
conceal its foundation. The jardiniere
embroidery on ivory white velvet isj
exceedingly olegant for dress bonnets,,
and there are soft India cashmeres,
wrought with silks in India colors and
designs for trimming bonnets of the,
dross fabric, or of felt

Round bats of medium size, a com-
promise between low English turbans
and the high-crown- French hats worm
during the summer, aro imported fori
autumn and winter., They are made
of felt with their, brims turned up
closely all around, but wider in one
part, usually on tbe leftside, butsomo-ilme- s

in the baok, and the brims bave
a wide facing of braid or velvet or
feathers, or are entirely covered with
a , feather facing, or else they have
braided felt facing, or are lined with
felt of another color, as a poppy red
facing in a dark blue hat Feather
turbans are shown again with the
crown indented, the shape long and
slender from front to back, and the
whole made of the tips ot pheasants' .

feathers. Harper1 Jsaxar.
s a

A Beading (Pa.) drug clerk, an-
noyed by some little boys, caught one
of them and painted his lip with oxide
of silver. When, the boy tried to wash
it off it turned black, ot course. His
mother, nearly skinned the lip rubbing
it and then took her son to the clerk.
He pat on carbonate of soda, and that
made the lip smart and tbe boy howl.
Then the got a warrant charging tba
clerk with assault and battery, Pitts- -
ourgn rost.

SI
The idea ot naming a little girl

baby Earthquakeana just because she
was bora in Charleston1 two or three
hours before the sbaklBf up i simply
horrible. The poor Innocent little,
fhingmay have erieti, bat the didn't
eause'tkM'earfhqaake, and there is no
aeM Mi tying it to' her and making her
drag U throvfU UftV-OMM-fcrntf Lmkr
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